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with the tone, the appearance and gestures of
truth.

I shall never forget how this George Pjatakov
stood in front of the microphone, a middle-
aged man of average build, rather bald, with
a reddish, old-fashioned sparse, pointed beard,
and how he lectured. Calmly, and at the same
time sedulously, he explained how he had
managed to sabotage the industries under him.
He expounded, pointed his finger, gave the
impression of a school teacher, a historian giv-
ing a lecture on the life and deeds of a man who
had been dead for many years, named Pjata-
kov, anxious to make everything clear even to
the smallest details so that his listeners and
students should understand fully.

Nor shall I easily forget Karl Radek, the
writer; how he sat there in his brown suit, his
ugly fieshless face framed by a chestnut-
coloured old-fashioned beard; how he looked
over to the public, a great many of whom he
knew, or at the other prisoners, often smiling,
very composed, often studiedly ironical; how
he laid his arm with a light and easy gesture
round the shoulders of this or that prisoner as
he came in; how, when he spoke, he would